CONFESSIONAL

ours as ugliness; kindness is as common as
olence, wisdom as prevalent as folly. It is Thack-
eray who compares the-world to a mirror; if you
grin at it, it grins at you in turn; if you threaten
it, it shakes a menacing fist in your face by way
of answer; and if you bend to kiss it, its lips try to
return your greeting.

Let us then be determined to see everything at
its best, and we shall not be disappointed in Se-
ville. The very name has an inexplicable charm
for us. We do not know when or where we first
heard it, or why the mention of'it should exercise
a fascination for our fancy. But so it is. In some
strange way Seville reminds us of the first love'
tale we read and cried over without knowing
why the tears came. It is so beautiful that we love
it, and its beauty is so fleeting that it moves us to
heavy sorrow. Is not the kiss of youth rounded by
the sign of age? ""Seville11 we murmur to our-
selves, and forthwith the myrtle-blossom is before
us, and the scent of the almond in our nostrils.
The fields around it are blue with hyacinth and
golden with crocus. There it lies in its white love-
liness, girdled with orange groves, and seems, un-
der the moonlight, to sway to some mystic meas-
ure of passionate desire; but it is lonely in its
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